0NGERN MAKES A BLOOD BATH  IN URGA

Command were trying to concentrate all their forces
in Urga and these troops ought to be making for the
capital with all speed. However, they obviously
preferred to take their ease at a safe distance from the
seat of the trouble, and we even met individual soldiers
walking or riding in the opposite direction.

In the afternoon we reached the last pass. We found
there a vast camp, hundreds of carts laden with hay,
meat., oats, flour. But the camp was deserted. The
majority of the carts had no horses in front of them
and I guessed that the Chinese had used them as a
means of escape. Every now and then a rider flashed
past us*

"What's wrong?" I shouted.

Ungern's taken Urga/' came the reply, and the
rider was already out of sight.

"Ungern's made a blood bath in Urga/* said others,
stopping for a moment. "Everybody is fleeing."

My guides and I looked at one another in bewilder-
ment. What were we to do now? In the end we
decided that as we could not go on to Urga we must
go back to Dzumodo. However, we were in no
immediate danger, as the victorious army was still
many miles away, so we fed and rested our exhausted
horses and tried to take a little rest ourselves. Mean-
while, the pass became crowded with the remnants
of the routed army, who were pouring out of Urga
towards the north and south. It was the same all along
the way back to Dzumodo. Night was falling as we
started. It was bitterly cold and a brilliant moon
shone serenely over our troubled world. I was